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Beautiful  Wyoming. 


BEAUTIFUL  WYOMING. 


For  the  Celebration  of  the  Hundredth 


Anniversary 


OF  THE 


BATTLE,  MASSACRE,  AND  FLIGHT. 
1778.  July  3.  1878. 

BY 

HENRY  COPPEE. 


Ignorant  populi,  si  non  in  morte  probaris 
An  scieris  adversa  pati. 

Lucan's  Pharsalia,  VIII.  626. 

Nos  patriae  fines,  et  dulcia  linquimus  arva. 

Virgil ,  Eel.  I.  5. 


PHILADELPHIA: 

CLAXTON,  REMSEN  &  HAFFELFINGER. 

624,  626,  &  628  MARKET  STREET. 
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P  R  IN  TED  BY  R  E  Q  D'  £  S  7\ 


COLLINS,  PRINTER. 


j^TREAM  out,  O  flag,  o’er  mount  and  plain, 
To  greet  this  glad  Centennial  morrow  ! 

o  o 

They  reap,  in  joy,  the  ripened  grain, 

Whose  fathers  sowed  in  blood  and  sorrow. 

Let  thundering  salvos  rend  the  skies, 

War’s  music  lend  its  thrilling  power, 

And  shouts  of  men  accordant  rise 
To  welcome  in  this  happy  hour. 

Anon,  let  reverent  silence  rest ; 

An  instant  hush  the  wild  commotion, 

While  mute  appeals,  to  Heaven  addrest. 

Arise  on  wings  of  pure  devotion. 
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BEAUTIFUL  WYOMING. 


Then  when  the  fervent  prayer  is  said, 

Let  grand  thanksgivings  rise  in  chorus 
To  Him  who,  as  the  years  have  sped, 
Hath  sent  His  cloud  and  fire  before  us. 

O  Thou,  who  wast  our  fathers’  God, 

In  danger’s  dark  and  bloody  hour, 

Still  be  their  children’s  sure  abode, 

Their  refuge  strong,  their  mighty  tower 


FAIR  WYOMING. 


MATCHLESS  vale,  when  first  the  white  man’s 
eye 

Caught  a  bright  glimpse  from  yonder  fissure  high1 
He  saw  the  ideal  of  the  poet’s  dream, 

And  claimed  thy  beauties  for  the  poet’s  theme. 

To  him  no  fairer  region  had  the  sun 
In  his  revolving  journeys  beamed  upon  : — 

Pure,  limpid  rills,  bright  skies  and  balmy  air ; 

Rich  plains,  glad  promise  to  the  planter’s  care  ; 

The  painted  hills,  in  checkered  beauty  proud, 

Flecked  with  the  varying  shadows  of  the  cloud ; 

From  Lackawanna’s  gap  to  Nanticoke, 

Crowned  with  embattled  pine  and  vine-wreathed  oak. 

1  Campbell’s  Ledge — a  precipitous  ledge,  about  five  hundred 
feet  high,  on  the  east  bank  of  the  river,  at  the  point  where  it 
enters  the  valley  from  the  north. 
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The  mighty  river  pours  its  brimming  tide, 
While  bending  o’er  the  marge  on  either  side, 
Scarlet  and  purple  flowers  inflame  the  wood, 
And  on  the  stream  reflect  their  mantling  blood. 
The  red  deer,  pencilled  on  the  clear  blue  sky, 
Tosses  in  pride  his  antlered  crest  on  high, 

Then,  bounding  swift  to  shun  the  gaze  of  men, 
Seeks  his  sure  covert  in  the  tangled  glen ; 

While  soaring  high,  in  majesty  serene, 

The  fierce  gray  eagle  hovers  o’er  the  scene, — 
Unconscious  symbol,  in  the  days  to  come, 

Of  patriot  valor,  and  fair  freedom’s  home  ! 

What  wonder  that  of  this  romantic  vale 
To  distant  lands  went  forth  the  alluring  tale  ? 
That  blue-eyed  Saxon  and  mercurial  Celt 
Came  to  find  homes  where  perfect  freedom  dwelt 
That  bleak  New  England  sent  her  thrifty  men 
To  seek  for  richer  fields  in  this  fair  glen  ? 

That,  warmed  to  life  by  Campbell’s  tender  tale 
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Of  Gertrude,  fairest  flower  of  all  the  vale, 

Old  Pantisocracy  would  fain  renew 
The  social  fabric  which  a  Plato  drew  ? 

But  one  there  was,  who,  in  a  nobler  quest, 

Came,  with  the  zeal  of  Heaven  within  his  breast ; 
Good,  pious  Zinzendorf,  who  journeyed  far, 

Not  for  the  greed  of  gold,  or  spoils  of  war : 

Gentle  and  honored  in  his  native  land, 

He  left  his  friends  and  home  at  God’s  command  ; 
And,  counting  earthly  riches  but  as  dross, 

Plunged  deep  into  the  forest  with  his  cross, 

And  fearless  stood,  where  wandering  natives  ran 
To  hear  strange  tidings  of  the  Son  OF  Man. 

See,  as  he  lies  beside  the  forest  fire, 

Like  Paul  at  Melita  ’mid  dangers  dire, 

The  wily*  Indian  glides,  the  axe  is  raised  : 

W  hat  stays  his  arm,  what  hath  his  vision  dazed  ? 
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O’er  the  reclining  form  innocuous  creeps 
The  deadly  serpent  while  the  good  man  sleeps ; 
The  murderous  foe  starts  back — “  The  man  is  blest 
’Tis  the  Great  Manitou  that  guards  his  rest !” 

The  days  of  settler  and  strife  and  feud  are  o’er ; 
Peace  spreads  her  wings  on  Susquehanna’s  shore. 

If  hardy  life  condemn  to  daily  toil, 

What  rich  rewards  rise  teeming  from  the  soil ! 

How  large  the  promise  made  to  honest  worth 
Of  a  new  Eden  on  this  troubled  earth  ! 

On  Susquehanna’s  banks,  an  age  of  gold, 

Like  the  pure  age  by  ancient  poets  told, 

When  man,  once  more,  as  in  his  first  abode, 

Secure  from  sin  and  ill  might  walk  with  God  ! 


If  day  brought  toil,  when  the  soft  waning  light 
Recalled  to  rest  with  “  voices  of  the  night,” 

A  holy  calm,  with  swift  but  noiseless  wing, 
Came  down  in  angel  guise  on  Wyoming. 
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The  moon  is  up,  one  broad  and  dazzling  gleam 
Of  rippling  glory  lies  athwart  Ihe  stream ; 

The  groups  of  gray-haired  men,  your  sires  of  yore, 
Meet  on  the  sward  around  the  cottage  door, 

Or  wander  thoughtful  by  the  river’s  brim, 

And  chant  in  unison  the  holy  hymn  : 

While  to  the  sound  of  measured  music  sweet 
The  youths  and  maidens  ply  the  nimble  feet, 

With  shout  and  song,  with  laughing  game  and  jest. 
Till  thought  of  morning  labor  warns  to  rest. 

Years  pass,  the  days  of  peace  are  numbered  now  ; 
Thick  clouds  are  gathering  on  the  mountain’s  brow, 
For,  darkly  hovering  on  the  western  verge, 

With  English  scorn  and  Tory  hate  to  urge, 

The  red  man  lurks,  with  rankling  vengeance  filled, 
To  blast  these  fields  by  patient  labor  tilled  : 

Brief  the  delay,  the  portents  quick  expand ; 

The  first  blood  spilt,  war  rages  through  the  land  ! 
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Our  country  calls,  her  valiant  sons  reply, 

Where  honor  beckons  them,  to  do  or  die ! 

All  who  are  strong  to  fight  have  left  the  glen  ; 
Its  only  guards  are  boys  and  ancient  men. 

Yet,  in  that  desperate  hour  no  laggards  they ; 
Quick  they  build  forts  to  hold  the  foe  at  bay ; 
Nor  yet  too  soon,  for,  ere  the  work  is  done 
Under  the  burning  of  the  summer  sun, 

Hark  !  from  the  western  notch  the  distant  drums 
Give  token  dread  that  heartless  Butler  comes  : 
Behind  him  streams  a  wild  and  cruel  band 
From  the  Six  Nations  of  the  Northern  land. 

Never,  since  old  Thermopylse  was  fought, 

Had  sterner  issue  met  the  patriots’  thought : 
They  cannot  fly,  red  ruin  lies  in  flight ; 

No  succor  promised,  naught  remains  but  fight : 
’Tis  thus  the  Council  gives  its  last  report, 

’Mid  the  tumultuous  scenes  of  Forty  Fort. 
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And  valiant  Butler,1  doubting  ere  they  go, 
Leads  forth  his  little  band  to  meet  the  foe ; 
Not  far,  for  serried  ranks  in  proud  array 
Are  marching  fast  to  bar  their  onward  way. 


1  Col.  Zebulon  Butler  commanded  the  patriots,  and  Col. 
John  Butler  the  Tories  and  Indians.  It  is  not  known  that 
there  was  any  relationship  between  them. 


THE  BATTLE. 


for  a  muse  like  his  who  sung 
Of  Flodden  field  with  fiery  tongue, 
And  Scotland  desolate ! 

Oh,  for  a  strain  to  touch  with  tears 
Your  eyelids  through  a  hundred  years 
Since  Wyoming’s  sad  fate  ! 

Fierce  Butler  holds  the  left  with  rank 
Firm  posted  on  the  river  bank, 

While,  stretching  far  away 
To  where  the  hill  and  valley  meet, 

The  red  man  in  his  veiled  retreat 
Lies  panting  for  the  fray. 

The  host  is  hushed,  no  sound  is  heard 


BEAUTIFUL  WYOMING. 
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Till  rings  the  leader’s  clarion  word, 

“  Stand  finn,  my  hoys;  to-day  we  fight 
For  wives  and  babes  and  country’s  right, 
For  liberty  and  life  !” 

Then  glimmering  in  the  noonday  sun 
The  fated  band  sweeps  bravely  on, 

And  plunges  in  the  strife. 

A  thousand  musket  shots  ring  out, 

A  thousand  voices  wildly  shout ; 

And  groans  and  shrieks  that  rise  in  air 
Tell  of  the  dreadful  carnage  there  : 

The  war-whoop  shrills  from  foe  unseen, 
Then,  bounding  from  the  leafy  screen, 
Like  tiger  from  his  lair, 

The  painted  Indian  comes  amain, 

With  arrow-flight  like  stormy  rain, 

And  tomahawk  in  air. 

With  rapid  glances  cast  around, 

Our  leader  seeks  a  surer  ground  : 
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“  Fall  back,”  he  shouts  ;  the  unhappy  word 
Through  battle  din  is  faintly  heard ; 

A  fatal  echo  sounds  “  retreat !” 

The  meadow  swarms  with  flying  feet ; 

And  Panic,  with  its  withering  breath, 
Strides  o’er  the  field  in  league  with  death. 

What  anguish  filled  the  leader’s  soul 
When  rank  on  rank,  beyond  control, 

Reels  back  and  back,  a  stricken  host, 

And  flies  the  field  before  ’tis  lost, 

Nor  hears  the  frenzied  cry  : — 

“  Stand  firm,  my  lads,  O  stay,  yet  stay  ! 

And  victory  still  may  crown  the  day : 

Or  let  us  stand  and  die !” 

Too  late,  alas  !  the  huddling  ranks 
Rush  to  the  hills  and  river  banks. 

On  these  the  tomahawk  is  plied  ; 

On  those  who  seek  the  flowing  tide, 
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A  thousand  bullets  spend  their  force, 

And  strew  the  stream  with  many  a  corse. 

Mark  but  one  fiendish  deed,  the  worst 
In  annals  of  war-crime  accurst : 

You  know  the  tale.  With  words  of  cheer, 
And,  smiling  promises  to  spare, 

A  brother  lured  his  brother  back 
From  the  swift  river’s  devious  track. 

“  Come  safe  to  land,”  he  cried ; 

His  father’s  son  comes  faint  to  land, 

And  there,  instead  of  rescuing  hand, 

He  cleaves  him  down  with  fiendish  scream, 
And  throws  him  backward  in  the  stream 
Dead,  floating  on  the  tide  ! 

A  ghastly  scene  the  morrow’s  sun 
In  lurid  brightness  shines  upon  : 

The  Mohawk  war-whoop  echoes  round, 

The  mangled  bodies  strew  the  ground ; 
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The  eager  vulture,  swooping  low, 
Follows  the  track  of  cruel  foe 
To  glut  itself  with  blood  ; 

Till  silent  desolation’s  gloom 
Settles  upon  that  field  of  doom 
By  Susquehanna’s  flood. 


THE  FLIGHT. 

all  the  band  that  saw  the  morning  light 
But  fevf  were  found  to  guide  the  fearful  flight ; 

The  war-whoop  peals  upon  the  Western  wind  ; 

The  wilderness  before  and  flames  behind  : 

Fear  lends  them  speed;  by  broken  paths  they  fly, 

To  cross  the  desert,  o’er  yon  mountain  high. 

And  who  the  horrors  of  that  flight  can  hear. 

Nor  shed,  even  now,  the  sympathetic  tear? 

Old  women,  taxed  beyond  the  strength  of  years, 

Drop  on  the  sand  o’erwhelmed  with  mortal  fears. 
Through  Pocano  they  press  with  scanty  breath, 

And  call  the  marshy  heights  “The  Shades  of  Death.” 
There,  helpless  mothers,  sinking  to  the  earth, 

In  fearful  travail  of  untimely  birth, 
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Bear  tlieir  dead  babies  by  the  dusty  road, 

And  leave  them  naked  to  a  chastening  God  ; 

Or,  wandering  on,  in  Nature’s  sorest  pain, 

Clasp  the  dead  blossoms  with  a  frenzied  strain, 
Till  generous  hearts  come  forth  to  greet  and  save, 
And  give  each  waxen  form  its  little  grave. 

The  strife  seems  o’er,  though  desolation  reign ; 
The  wasted  settler  ventures  back  again. 

A  touching  story  crowns  that  later  time  ; 

No  sadder  tale  is  found  in  poet’s  rhyme  : 

One  child  there  was  who  met  the  bitterest  fate, 
Snatched  by  an  Indian  from  her  flying  mate, 
While,  rushing  wild,  like  Grecian  Pythoness, 

The  mother  shrieked  her  impotent  distress. 

Poor  little  Frances,1  sought  by  friends  in  vain, 
Through  weary  years  of  hope  deferred  and  pain  : 


1  Frances  Slocum,  named  by  her  captors  Maconaqua. 
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Sad  supplemental  trophy  of  the  war, 

Borne  through  the  wilds  to  western  lands  afar. 

At  last  by  Wabash  stream,  a  willing  slave, 

She  grew  an  Indian — squaw  of  Indian  brave : 

No  more  remembered  Susquehanna’s  tide  ; 

Her  dusky  brood  around  her  rose  in  pride. 

And  yet  strange  "visions  o’er  her  soul  would  stray, 
Delicious  glimpses  of  an  earlier  day  ; 

Till,  when  long  years  had  past,  her  kinsmen  came, 
Traced  the  old  features,  called  her  by  her  name  : 
Back  rushed  the  past  with  overwhelming  tide  ; 
Once  more  she  stands  on  Susquehanna’s  side ; 
Beholds  as  in  a  dream  her  mother’s  face, 

As  once  it  shimmered  in  a  last  embrace. 

’Tis  passing  strange  :  We  read  her  story  now, 

Poor  Maconaqua,  with  her  furrowed  brow, 

The  lonely  wigwam  by  the  prairie  broad, 

No  lingering  memory  of  her  mother’s  God  ! 
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We  cross  the  vale  of  intervening  years, 

And  give  lier  yet  tlie  tribute  of  our  tears. 

A  hundred  years  !  how  changed  the  scene  to-day ! 
Nature  still  smiles,  though  man  and  art  decay; 
Industrial  science  waves  her  magic  wand, 

And  wealth  and  comfort  crown  the  happy  land. 
Where  once  the  settler  tilled  his  little  field, 

The  yawning  depths  a  richer  treasure  yield, 

And  genii  of  the  mine,  with  clang  and  tramp, 

Show  greater  marvels  than  Aladdin’s  lamp  ; 

Turn  earth  to  ashes,  with  a  glory  bright, 

And  fill  our  homes  with  genial  warmth  and  light. 

A  hundred  years  !  where  your  great  grandsires  bled 
Their  honored  record  still  with  pride  is  read ; 

Their  children’s  children  still  possess  the  soil 
Which  yielded  scant  subsistence  to  their  toil. 

Where  Butler  faced  the  fearful  battle  shock, 

Your  Butlers  vindicate  the  proud  old  stock. 
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Here,  where  Fort  Jenkins  frowned  upon  the  plain, 
An  heir  of  Jenkins  keeps  the  old  domain  ;l 
With  patriot  zeal  and  antiquarian  taste, 

Gathers  rare_  relics  of  the  battle  waste. 

Dorrance,2  at  home,  looks  out  upon  the  flood 
Once  crimson  with  his  brave  ancestral  blood  ; 
While  Denisons  apd  Bennets  proudly  tell 
How  in  those  days  their  fathers  fought  and  fell. 
Blame  not  the  poet  that  he  may  not  name 
All  who  illumine  this  bright  roll  of  fame. 


One  man  there  was,  allied  to  many  there ; 

Even  in  Wyoming  to  memory  dear. 

Fashioned  in  Nature’s  best  and  stateliest  mould, 

A  frame  of  iron  and  a  heart  of  gold, — 

Knightly  but  gentle,  lofty  but  devout ; 

Ever  for  truth  his  manly  voice  rang  out ; 

1  Steuben  Jenkins,  Esq. 

3  Col.  Charles  Dorrance,  grandson  of  Lieut.  Col.  George 
Dorrance,  who  fell  in  the  battle. 
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When  this  fair  vale  of  Wyoming  is  sung, 

His  noble  life  is  theme  for  every  tongue  : 

When  native  worth  and  honor  are  proclaimed, 

Let  John  N.  Conyngham  be  proudly  named.1 

And  thou,  O  friend  of  youth’s  illusive  hour, 

Illusive  in  all  else  save  friendship’s  power, 

Shall  we  forget  how,  on  the  hostile  plains, 

Where  Montezuma’s  spirit  yet  complains, 

We  read  our  Greek,  or  sang  our  roundelays, 

On  weary  march,  or  by  the  camp-fire’s  blaze  ? 

Time  hath  wrought  changes  ;  but  with  steadfast  truth 
Thou  hast  well  kept  the  promise  of  thy  youth  ; 

An  upright  judge,  a  patriot  soldier  true, 

O  man  of  arts  and  arms,  I  sing  to  you  ! 

Well  pleased  if,  when  another  century  end, 

1  Judge  John  Nesbitt  Conyngham  was  for  thirty  years  on  the 
bench  of  Luzerne  County  as  President  Judge.  He  married 
Miss  Butler,  a  granddaughter  of  Col.  Zebulon  Butler. 
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The  p«et  shall  be  known  as  Dana’s  friend.1 

A  hundred  years !  the  seed  our  fathers  sowed 
Grew  to  rich  verdure,  watered  by  their  blood  ; 

A  century  plant !  by  Heaven’s  peculiar  grace 
It  stands  to-day  a  glory  in  its  place  ; 

And  now  the  unsealed  petals  wide  expand, 

To  send  rich  perfume  through  the  smiling  land  ! 

A  hundred  years,  fair  town,  whose  stones  were  laid 
When  Wilkes  endured  and  generous  Barre  plead, 
Proud  is  thy  lot  to-day !  A  Nation  comes2 


1  Edmund  L.  Dana,  a  Captain  of  Pennsylvania  Volunteers  in 
the  Mexican  war  ;  Colonel  of  the  143d  Regiment  Pennsylvania 
Volunteers  during  the  war  of  the  Rebellion  ;  Brevet  Brigadier- 
General.  Additional  Law  Judge  of  Luzerne  county.  He  is 
the  great-grandson  of  Adjutant  Anderson  Dana,  who  fell  in 
the  Massacre. 

2  The  President  of  the  United  States,  the  Secretary  of  the 
Treasury,  the.  Attorney-general,  the  Governor  of  the  State 
and  his  staff,  were  present  at  this  celebration. 


22 


BEAUTIFUL  WYOMING. 


To  the  glad  welcome  of  thy  river  homes  ! 

As  long  as  rolls  bright  Susquehanna’s  wave, 

Be  thou  proud  warder  of  the  patriot’s  grave  ! 

Peace  be  for  aye  beneath  thy  mountain  eaves, 

And  plenty  fill  thee  with  her  bursting  sheaves  ! 

And  thou,  my  country !  land  of  every  clime, 

From  flowery  tropic  to  the  Arctic  rime, 

Land  of  the  pomp  of  streams  and  mountain  pride ; 
Land  of  the  ocean  borders,  stretching  wide  ; 

Land  of  our  flag,  bright  galaxy  of  stars — 

In  peace  a  guide,  a  meteor  in  wars  ; 

Whose  stripes,  by  danger’s  tempest  wide  unfurled, 
Stream  proud  defiance  to  the  unfriendly  world  ; 
Fair  land,  where  honest  toil  has  meed  and  worth, 
And  man  is  man,  whate’er  his  rank  and  birth  ; 
Centennial  land,  for  thee  our  prayers  ascend  ! 

God  keeps  thee  ever  until  Time  shall  end ! 

While  flocking  to  thy  light  the  peoples  come, 

To  share  thy  plenty  and  to  find  a  home. 


BEAUTIFUL  WYOMING. 
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In  Faith’s  perspective  glass  I  see  revealed 
A  larger  harvest  in  a  wider  field. 

O  let  us  labor  in  this  fruitful  ground, 

That  when  a  hundred  years  shall  run  their  round, 
Treading  the  noble  path  our  fathers  trod, 

Our  motto — “  Love  to  man  and  love  to  God” — 
Our  harvest  home,  by  future  poet  told, 

Shall  be  Centennial  fruit — a  hundredfold! 

My  task  is  done  ;  the  struggling  muse  takes  flight 
To  higher  regions  of  empyreal  light ; 

Yet,  as  her  rising  form  in  air  grows  dim, 

She  leaves  to  future  bard  this  parting  hymn  : 


Sing  of  our  sires’  heroic  deeds, 

A  spirit-stirring  song ; 

Let  hill,  and  stream,  and  fertile  meads 


The  grateful  sound  prolong. 
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BEAUTIFUL  WYOMING. 


Here,  where  upon  this  hallowed  land, 
They  fell  before  their  foes, 

Here,  where  wild  nature  ’neath  their  hand 
Has  blossomed  with  the  rose  ; 

Here,  where  above  their  honored  dust 
Their  memory  still  is  bright, 

A  beacon-ray  to  guide  the  just 
Onward  to  perfect  light ; 

Here  tell  again  in  loftier  strain 
Their  virtues  and  their  fame, 

Till  every  ear  shall  thrill  to  hear 
Each  loved  ancestral  name. 

O  Thou,  who  wast  our  fathers’  God 
In  danger’s  darksome  hour, 

Still  be  their  children’s  sure  abode, 

Their  refuge  and  their  tower  ! 


